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last night. Another gang of eight members has joined the same
A.R.P. anti-fire unit. The idea is that two manipulate the hose
while six loot.
Sept. 21      For the past three weeks I have worked at a little
Thursday,    table in the window of my bedroom at the Savage
Club. The table is rickety, and the window is an
abominable affair of two slats. As the glass is painted blue the
bottom slat has to be kept raised, wilich will not be possible
in winter.  During these last few days of glorious weather I
have frequently interrupted my work to gaze at the panorama,
the sweep of which begins at the Horse Guards, takes in
Downing Street, the Houses of Parliament and the Abbey,
and ends with Battersea Power Station and Westminster
Cathedral.   Is there a dullish stretch between the dome of
Lloyds Bank and the Underground offices ? Nature and art
have provided compensation. For in the foreground a break
in the trees gives a glimpse of that lake in St James's
Park which I have always associated with Tchehov's The
Seagull, perhaps because white birds continually skim its
surface. Silvery shrubs fringe the border on this side; on the
other is a sloping lawn with a walk and seats. Here, I have
found myself thinking, might Konstantin have pondered his
play, and Trigorin worked out his neat, pat metaphors. For
a fortnight this Tchehovian composition has been bathed in
sunshine; to-day it is clouded over. But I am no believer in
the Pathetic Fallacy, and anyhow it was yesterday, perhaps
the most radiant day of all, that I saw in a corner of the Times
that Georges Pitoeff had died. For twenty-five years he has
been the prop and mainstay of the French intellectual theatre,
doing for Paris what the Vedrenne-Barker management did for
London, only over a much longer period. His spirit was kin
to Jack Grein's, and if his theatre was more successful than
Jack's it was because he was working in a country friendly to
art, whereas the English have always been hostile.  Pitoeff
was a not-very-good actor who always gave me immense
pleasure; his features looked as though they had been carved
out of some hard, corrugated wood. Discussing this great loss
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